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Bookmobile
Abstract
To be saved by books, to be allowed to file in twos away from Sister Paula's math class,
to climb those three small steps off the curb, and be met by the smell of old paper, glue and leather bindings....
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Debra R. Marquart 
Bookmobile 
To be saved by books, to be allowed to file 
in twos away from Sister Paula's math class, 
to climb those three small steps off the curb, 
and be met by the smell of old paper, glue 
and leather bindings. To lay your hands on 
thin volumes with titles other than The Lives 
of the Saints. A miracle, and that woman 
a saint, who steered the big wheel and roared 
the loaded van to our school each Friday. 
I do not recall the plots or the people 
in those books, though I read them all-
every word in every book in each tall stack 
I hauled with my small arms down the steps, 
making the final blind hop to the curb, 
then back to the rigors of six times eight 
equals whatever. After school, I'd crawl 
into bed with books, the weight of them 
spread all around me. Mother washed 
the bedding each Friday, and the combination 
was unbearable-heaven-pages turned 
by unknown hands and the fresh air 
smell of clean sheets. The rows of black words 
on heavy paper, concrete proof of things 
calling to me from beyond the parochial. 
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